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And that he is a baflard,not thy fonne: 

Sweete Yorkc,fweete husband be not of that fflinde 
He is as like thee as a man may be. 

Not like mee or any of ray kinne, 

AndyetUouehim. 

Torke Make way vnruly woman. Exit. 

j T)u . After Auraerle: mount thee vpon his horfe 
Spur,p©ll, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon,ci e hec do accufe thee,. 

He not be long behind, though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fafl as Yorkc, 

And ncuer wil I rife vp from the ground, ‘ 

Till Bullingbrooke haue pardoned thee, a way, be gone. 
KingH. Can no man tel me of my vnthriftie fonne? 

Tis tul three moneths fince I did fee him laftj. 

If any plague hang ouer vs tis hee, 

I would to God ray Lords, he might be found: 

Inquire at London, roongft the Tauernes there, 

For there they fay,hp daily doth frequent. 

With vnreftrained loolc companions, 

Eucn fuch(theyfay)as ftand in narrow lanes. 

An d beatc our watch,and robbe our paffengers, 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 

T akes on the point of honor to fupport fo diflolutea cfew. 

H.Percie My Lordjfome two dates fince I fa w the prince, 
And told him of thole triumphs held at Oxford 1 . 

King And what faide the gallant? 

Verde His anfwere was,he Would to the dewcj. 

And from the commoneft creature pfucke a glotie. 

And weare it as a fauour,and with that 
He would vnhorfetheluftieft Challenger. 

KingH. As diflolute as delperate,yet through both, 

I fep fome.lparkles of better hopejWhich elder ycares 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here?. 

Anns. Vyherp isthe King? li (fo wild fy. 

King H. What mean cs our coo fin that lie flares and look' 
Attm. God fane your grace, I do befeech your maieftk* 
T o hauc fome confe rente With your grace atones y ‘ 
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The duke of 
Torke knocks 


King Richard the fee end. . 

Ring. Withdrawe your felues, and leaue vs here alone 
VV’hat is the matter with our coofen nowc? 

Am- Lot euer may my knees growe to the earth, 

My tongue cleaue to my rooffe within my mouth, 

VnlefTe a pardon ere I rife or fpeakc. 

Kmg Intended, or committed, was this fault? 

If on the firfl, how heynous creit be 
Jo win thy after louc, I pardon thee. 

Atm. T hen giue me lcauc that I may turne the key. 

That no man enter till my talc be done. v 

King. Haue thy defire. 

Tor. My leige beware, looke to thy felfe, 

Thou halt a Traitor inthyprcfencc there. 

King. Vilain lie make thee fafe, (feare at the doore 

Attm. Stay thy rcuengeful hand, thou haftnocaufc to and cry ah, 
York. Open the dore, fc cure foolc, hardie King, 

Shall for lone fipeake tt eafon to thy face? 

Open the dore, or I wil breake it open. 

*• Kmg. What is the matter vncle, fpeakc, recouct breath; 

Teivs, how neare is daunger, 

T hat wee may armc vs to encounter it? 

Tor. Perufe this writing heerc, and thou flialt know. 

The treafon that my hi.ftc forbids me fhew. 

Am. remember as thou readft, thy promifepafl, 

Ido repent me, reade not my name there, 

Mv hart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tor. It was (vilame) ere thy hand did fet it do woe. 

Itore it from the traitors bofomc (King,) 

Feare, and not lone, begets his penitence: 

Forget to pittie him, led thy pittie proue 
A Serpent that wil fling thee to the hart. 

K‘ n g- O heynous, ftrong, and boldc confpiracy; 

Y l°yal Father, of a treacherous Sonne, 
louflieerc immaculate and filucrFountaine, 
jom whence this ftreame through muddy pafTageSj 
«ath held his current, and dcfildc himfclfe, 

7 ouerflow of good conuerts to bad: 
n thy aboundaot goodnes fhall excufe 
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